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half way up the Gulf we encountered a tempest, worse perhaps
than that which sent our old 'Omanee craft to the bottom. But
I was now taking very little notice of good or bad around; for
the fever which I had contracted at Mascat here declared itself
in full force. Nor was I the only sufferer in the ship; one of the
Indians had taken it also while on shore, and died before we
reached our destination. Sailors and captain did their best to
nurse me; but beyond what relief sympathizing faces and kind
words can give, an Arab ship has little wherewithal to meet the
requirements of a sick man. At last we anchored before Aboo-
Shahr; the crew carried me, for I could no longer move, on
their shoulders, and Yoosef-ebn-Khamees led the way to the
residence of Aboo-'Eysa, who had in his own mind put us down
long since in the lengthy catalogue of others, men and vessels,
who had perished on the night of March gth. Barakat had
already gone on to Basrah, and thence to Bagdad, where he was
awaiting me; Aboo-'Eysa, with his Persian convoy of pilgrimsv
about a hundred and twenty in number, was in a few days to
leave Aboo-Shahr for Bahreyn, and so to Kasa.

Here I received the latest news regarding the fall of 'Oneyzah
and the triumph of the Wahhabees in the West. But the fever,
now at its height, left me small leisure to care for events near
or far; in fact, I was constantly, with few and doubtful intervals,
in that state of half-delirium so wearisome in typhoid illness.
The Indian steamer arrived on April loth, and took me to
Basrah, where some sailors put me on board a river steam-boat,
then commanded by Captain Selby of the Indian Navy, Here
generous and open-hearted kindness, that proper badge of an
Englishman and a sailor, supplied me with good treatment and
medical assistance of every sort, or my journey would probably
have ended, like the wanderings of many another traveller, in
quitting the world altogether. Our voyage up the Tigris, now
swollen by spring inundations, lasted seven days; on the eighth
we landed at Bagdad, where the hospitality of Captain Selby and
other friends, English, Swiss, and French, went far to restore
me, if not to perfect health, at least to a favourable convales-
cence. Here, after a few days, I met once more my old and
faithful companion Barakat; his joy on seeing me again after
so many sinister reports, and fear outbalancing hope, may be
easier imagined than described. I should notice that news of